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YELLOW JACK.
This ballad ia founded on the true story of

Ike introduction of yellow fever into an English,
seaport town, aa told in the Pall Mall OazttU.
A snip, all of whose crew had died of yellow
fever, steered straight into port, bearing its
dead and thus communicated the fever to a
large proportion of the inhabitants of the town.

Down below the sea-lin- e dipt the summer sun.
Gladly earth and ocean saw the tyrant die;

"From the fort atvve the harbor boomed the
evening gun.

And the gulls ro;e screaming from the cliff on
.high.- . . i

Tier, parade and terrace flamed with colors
gay.

Every ship in harbor with festal flags was
drest,

.Tor th- - orowded seaport town kept holiday.
And - as fain- - to look her merriest and her

best.
35very eye went seaward as the cannon spoke ;

The echoes waked and answered and fell
asleep once more ;

And sudden past the headland, thro' the cloud
of smoke.

Came a gallant ship, full sail, and straight for
sjiore.- -

Hed against the sunset her towering canvas
shone.

Defiant at her mast head the pennon fluttered
free;

rast the fort and toward the harbor silent she
bore on, .

Dip of flag nor sound of gun no salute gave
she.

Trom the fort's embrasure rang reminder loud.
Still the pennon fluttered still no answer

came;
'I,o, our flag insulted I" cried the watching

rowd.
"Give them solid shot, their insolenoe to

tauisl"
With unswerving prow the vessel onward sped.

And they hailed and shouted and reply was
none,

Sight and left before her the pleasure-barge- s

tied ;

One she crushed and sank, but silent held
she on.

Shot a boat swiftly from the pier.
Hailed her ran alongside got them no reply;

Up her side the cew went swarming with a
cheer,

"Now we'll teach them manners, or know the
reason why."

Not a soul to meet them, and they stared
aghast :

Empty was the deck no helmsman at the
wheel

Only one dead sailor, lying huddled by the mast.
Grinned as if defying their pistols and their

steel.
Down the hatch they stumbled back they

rushed amazed
For the crew and Captain were lying dead

below;
llelter, skelter o'er the bulwark to their boat

again.
And back to shore In terror, hard as they could

row. v

Quickly as they landed rumor went before,
Pier, parade and terrace emptied as they

came ;

For the King of Terrors was steering for that
shore.

And they recognized his colors now and knew
his name.

Death, with his most dreaded henchman at his
side.

Death, all fierce and famished, maddening to
be fed ;

But his appetite was glutted when the summer
died.

And more than half the dwellers in that sea-
port town were dead.

Kow the town has dwindled, now the fort Is
mute;

But men still remember, and ballad-monger- s

. sing,
flow they challenged Death grim Death him-

self for iy salute.
And how Yellow Jack avenged the insult to

his kin;.
lltrbtrV.E. Clarke, In Youth' Companion.

"LALAGE-JAN- E.
7

A Pathetio Story of Old Planta-
tion Life.

Lalage-Jan- e stood on tlio front stcp3,
and looked thoughtfully over the lawn.
The East India geese hissed and wad-tile- d

across the preen space, and be-

yond the levee the river gleamed dull
coppev-eolo- r in the murky air. Below
her, half hidden in the grass, lay
Jinimie trying to provoke the "stingy
geese" to combat by throwing what he
tailed 'rocks" at them. Happy
Jimmie! lie had nothing on his mind,
and Lalage-Jan- e had so much.

But he's only a baby." she thought,
looking down at him with a protecting
expression on her ugly little face.

"Sis!" the boy called with sudden
shrillness: "Reckon we came forty-'elev- en

miles !"

That was what she was thinking
about. She did not know the distance
any better than he, for in all her seven
years she had never left the limits of
her father's plantation until yesterday.

Mammy had waked them up early in
the morning, and had told them that
Jlr. Ainsworth was going to take them
.home with him.

"What for?" Lalage-Jan- o had asked.
"Li'le girls oughtn't'er ax questions

bout what don't discern 'cm," mammy
had answered, with a dignity which
was curiously at variance with hands
that trembled so she could hardly tie
the ribbons of the child's sandals.- -

Lalage-Jan- e had seen Mr. Ainsworth
once before, and she knew that he was
a minister, but what ministers were she
had only a vague idea. She had asked
Iter father, and he had said:

"They are gentlemen who fatten
upon the fears of their fellow-me- n,

daughter."
It had not given Lalage-Jan- e a pleas-

ant idea of Mr. Ainsworth, and, as she
at opposite him in the carriage, she

felt like Hop o' My Thumb going to the
Ogre's castle. On arriving there they
were delivered over to Mrs. Ainsworth,
who to carry out the analogy still
.farther seemed to be a kind-heart- ed

person, very much after the fashion of
the Ogre's wife in the legend.

"An' she looked scared, too,"
Lalage-Jan- e thought. "If she. kisses
Jinimie again, and says, Poor child,'

- I'm afraid he'll knock her. I jus' hope
.he won't!"

But ho did. The rest was verjr con

fusing. There were five little Ains-wort-hs

who laid forcible hands upon
them and dragged them off into cap-

tivity, to be teased,' shouted at and
squabbled over. They were unpleas-
antly frank in their comments, too.
And among other things they told
Lalage-Jan- e she was as ugly as her
name. That was no news to her; she
had often heard her mother lament
that the girl should be the ugly one.
As for her name Bhe knew' that her
father had given her the first and her
mother the second half of itj she did
not know, however, that he had
called her Lalage in sheer delight at
flying in the face of usage, and that her
mother had tacked on the Jane as a
desperate effort to reduced it to respect-
ability. , ... ,r.

At last she escaped from her perse-
cutors and took refuge with Mrs. Ains-
worth and Mrs. Ainsworth's unmarried
sister; but tbey stopped talking, and
presently one of them called her "poor
child," and asked why she did not run
away and play?

Lalage-Jan- e obeyed the hint and
how glad she was on the following
afternoon when they came within sight
of their gate. "Father'll be waitin' at
the steps for us," she said to Jimmie,
with a laugh. "You know we never
told him good-bye- ." But he was not
there. Only mammy came to meet
them, and they were taken into their
mother's room, where the shut-
ters were all bowed. She kissed them
Lalage-Jan- e once and Jimmie a dozen
times and then mammy put them
out of the room, with a parting order to
make no noise. Mr. Ainsworth stayed
behind.

"When he comes out," Lalage-Jan- e

was thinking, and at that moment ho
came. He nodded carelessly to the
child and began to descend the steps,
but she stopped him with a timid
question:

"If you please, sir I want to know
where father is?'
"Your father!" Mr. Ainsworth said,

looking at her uncomfortably. What a
plain child she was, and shade of
Horace! to call her Lalage. ' Her eyes
watched him with a steady, unchildish
look. That was the worst of his call-

ing. All his own ills and all the ills of
other people! .

"My child," he said, and then he
hesitated a little. Her mother was
the proper person to tell her. It was
too bad to thrust such a tiling upon
him. He had done his part when he
shielded the children from a sight that
would have stood like a nightmare be-
tween them and their father's memoiy
all their days. "My child," he began
airain. Unconsciously he fell into his
favorite pulpit attitude his hand a lit-

tle 63tended, and his sweet, mellow
voice his voice was a perpetual delight
to him properly subdued:

"He ha3 gone to that undiscovered
country from whose bourne no traveler
returns.' "

Lalage-Jan- e looked at him in wonder
and indignation. "You mean he's
gone travelin' an' won't come back?"
she asked; and then she laughed. "You
don't know! He'd never stay away
from Jimmie and me!"

Mr. Ainsworth glanced back, at the
child as he rode away.

"She will be as peculiar as her father
was, and he well! he had the courage
of his opinions. When he had had
enough of this life he gave himself his
quietus. Unlucky? Unlucky was not
the name for him! And then to invest
his whole fortune in a boat. Of course
it blew up!"

Yet when George Garrison heard the
news of his ruin the men around re-
membered how well he bore it. Hev

rode quietly out of town, but he never
reached home. The first driver who
passed along thp road saw a stiffened
figure swaying in the gray morning
light. He had hung himself with his
bridle-rei- n.

But the little daughter still waited
for his return. Every morning her
first question was:

"Has has he come yet, mammy?"
And mammy would shake her head

and say:
"Law, no, child''
"My min' misgive me sometime dat

I ought 'er tell her," the old woman
would say in melancholy gossip with
AuntWinney, the cook; "but it'll go
nigh to break her heart, she was dat
wropped up in 'er paw! An' dar's her
maw a not takin' 110 notice o' nuthin',
but jes' an

One day a strange gentleman came.
Lissa, the under-nurs- e, said he was a
lawyer. When he was gone Lalage-Jan- e

ventured into her mother's room
and begged to know what made her
cry. Mrs. Garrison raised her pretty
babyish face with an irritated move-
ment.'

It's money," she 'said "That's
what is the matter." -

Money! Was that all? Lalage-Jas- e

almost laughed in her gladness. She
had some, a whole beautiful Mexican
dollar. She kept it in an old snuff-bo-x

and once a week sLe washed it. She
brought it; and. slipped it into her
mother's hand.

"There, mother!" she said joyfully,
it's for you!"
Mrs. Garrison looked up with a start

and thrust the coin aside pettishly, so
that it fell to the floor with a sharp
ring, and spun round and round.
"What good would that do?" she asked,
and began to sob again and wish
'Richard would come home."'

Lalage-Jan- e stood for a moment,
and then went quietly away. She sat
down on the steps and pinched her
lingers hard to keep the tears from
coming. . ,

'I'll get some money for mother
somehow," she thought, "an then I
reckon I'd better go an' hunt for father.
Uncle Richard's in Cuba. I reckon

father's there, too an mos' anyone
would show me th', way there."

For a long time she sat and thonght.
Fresently she jumped up with a laugh.
Jimmie was, as usual, bestowing his at-

tention upon .his enemies, "the stingy
geese." All his spare time was spent
in fleeing from or pursuing them.

Jimmie," Lalage-Jan- e said, persua-
sively, don't you want to help me cut
wood to sell to the boats, like father
did last spring?" - '

"A'right," Jimmie said, placidly.
if ve'll yim'me the hatchet. I can

hatchet reat good." 1

Poor Lalage-Jan- e! At last, however,
this difficulty was tided over, and Jim-
mie was pacified with the carving-knif- e,

surreptitiously obtained. The next
thing was to escape mammy's vigil-
ance. This done, Lalage-Jan- e walked
through the. wood which skirted the
cleared land and examined the trees
with the critical eye of a woodsman.

The beeches an' magnolias are a lit-

tle big,'1 she said, gravely; we'll cut
some pine." .

They chose a young sapling, and on
one side Lalage-Jan- e chopped and on
the other Jimmie gravely sawed his
knife to and fro.

"Drefful tough!" he said, at last.
Now yo' lem'me hatchet some."

Lalage-Jan- e looked at the pile of dim-

inutive chips around her and sighed:
"Then let's try" bay-ball- ," she.said.
The wild cucumber trees were easy

to cut, and soon they had a little pile of
logs about two feet long and an inch
in diameter! At last Jimmie announced
that he was tired and was going home.

"Unless yo' tall me a story out o'
The Aravian Nights. "

"His obedient slave chopped and nar-
rated, though she was tired, too, until
Jimmie interrupted her with a shout:

"Here we are, Jared! This way!
Are yo' coming to play with usP"

A tall, athletic man was approaching
them through the undergrowth, nis
color and his filed teeth told that he
was an Ashantee, and his face was curi-
ously tattooed. On each temple, in
direct line with hi3 eyebrows, were two
small blue arrows, a sign that theroj'al
blood of his tribe flowed through his
veins. The children often wondered to
each other what these curious scars
were, but never to hin, for once Jim-
mie" had asked him about them, and in
his anger lie had almost" struck the
child.- - It was the first and only time
they ever saw him angry. The strong
est passion in this man's breast was a
desire not to speak of the life he had
been taken from when a boy of ten.

'Yo's wanted t' de house, missy,'
he said. Then he shook his head
srravely. " Youns: ladies hadn't
ought' er chop wood.. II yo' want a
dawlhouse --"

A dollhouse! Lalage-Jane'- g eyes
widened with protest.

'Tian't that at all, Jared! It's
wood. . Wood to sell to th' boat J, and
th' money's for mother."

He did not laugh. Years afterward
Lalage-Jan- e remembered that grate-
fully. He pulled her castle down, but
he did it with a gentle touch which
helped her to bear the bitter disap-
pointment.

The strange, gentleman had come
again one da), and was just leaving
when Lalago-Jan- e heard him say:

There is no compromise possible.
The judgment covers nearly all. We'll
have to let the law take its course."

When he was gone, even mammy
cried, and Mrs. Garrison began her old
lamentation: "If Richard would only
come home!" . . .

But no one had ever heard lroni him
the mails were so uncertain, and in

those days there were no telegiams.
The next day a boat stopped at the

Garrison landing, and Lalage-Jan- e saw
figure After figure pass through the
plantation gate and up the staging.

"These are our people!" she said,
breathlessly. "Where are they goin',
mammy? Who's taken 'em?"

"To the city," mammy said, with a
sob in her old cracked voice. "Taint
none of Missus' doin's. De gon'ilman
say-e-d 'twas a jedgment took 'em."

They brought Jared, at his earnest
entreaty, to tell the children good-by- e,

and he knelt and kissed them in tear-
less silence.

"Come" the marshal said, touching
the shoulder of the kneeling man.
"Come, we must be goin'."

You shan't have him!" Lalage-Jan- e

cried, with a storm of tears. "He's
my Jared! I'll tell father 'bout yo
the minute he comes home!"

"It aint me, miss," the man said
uncomfortably. Jared rose and oleyed
in the same silence. He stumbled once
or twice as he walked, but he never
looked back. The last sound of his
old life which followed him was Lalage-Jane- 's

voice crying his name.
Then a dreamy period. Seven long

days of sunshine that seemed to turn the
earth to a cloud of dust. One after-
noon the hot silence was broken by the
whistle of a boat.

"Three " Lalage-Jan- e said, conn t--
ng each blast. "Da you hear, Jimmie?
They're goin' t' land! Quick! I 'spect
it's father comin' home."

In a moment more the children were
out on the levee, and perehtjd upon an
old gunwale, from which they could
watch the great white boat curve into
shore. A plantation wagon came lum-
bering down for freight, acd amid the
discordant shouts of the roustabouts,
the staging swung into place. The
guards were filled with passengers and
the lower deck was crowded with
negroes. It was evident that some try

planter had been to New Or-
leans to purchase slaves.

Apart from the others, and huddled
timidly together, sat a little group,
and towering above them all, , stood a
negro of supevb build with the brown
skin and sharp - features of an
Ashantee. ,

His arms were folded across hi
breast, and there was something terri-
ble in the utter immobility of the face
turned toward , the shore. As soon a
the boat had touched land, a murmut
ran through this group, faint at first,
then swelling louder, until now a wom-
an, plucking-th- e man by the sleeve,
cried shrilly:

"Look yonder, Jared! Bless de
Lawd! it's li'le missy an" Mars
Jeames!"

The children heard the cry, ard
Jimmie sent back an answering shout
of recognition.. Like a flash, Lalage-Jan- e

was running up the staging at
th risk of being knocked down by a
rolling barrel and plunged headlong
into the group.

They clustered around "her with
broken exclamations, and she wa3
gracious to them all, but it wa .fared
to whom she clung.

Missy," said the man r"trsely.
"Missy, den yo' "aint forget vove poro
old Jared?"

"Of course I 'member you, Jared!"
the child replied. "An' I'm so glad
you've come home, an you've brought
father, too, haven't you, Jared?"

The man shook his head, and some of
the women began to cry.

'Come, Jared!" she cried, tugging
at his hand. "Come an' find father,
an' then we'll get off. Quick, Jared,
'fore they start!"

Jared set his teeth, and loosened the
little impetuous hand from his; and the
first whistle blew.

"Oh, cornel" the child cried in an
agony of entreaty. 'Don't you hear
'em goin' to start? Quick, Jared
quick!"

Just then the second whistle sounded
and Lalage-Jan- e felt herself lifted up
and carried on shore. When the over-
seer put her down, the boat had pushed
out from land, amid a confused sound
of farewells from the hands in the
wagon to their old comrades on board,
who answered with wild lamentations;
but Jared stood like a bronze statue of
despair.

He had followed the child with his
eyes until she was carried out of sight,
and now he turned his gaze once more
upon the dear and beautiful spot that
he saw for the last time. Except for
that shadowy thought which he had
so fiercely crushed into oblivion of a
country where palm trees outline them-
selves upon burning reaches of sand
every memory of his life was interwov-
en with it; and he was going from it.

There he had grown up, the compan-
ion of the dead man whom he had
loved with the fidelity of a dog; every
tree, every rod of ground was familar
to him, and nis Heart grew sick' within
him as he looked.

He had loved it as his home ho for-
got he was a slave. Meanwhile the dis-

tance widened steadily pitilessly; and
the agony of the thought unsealed his
lips. Forgetful of the bystanders, he
stretched out his arms toward the
shore; and cried, in a voice hoarse and
shaken: "Far'well. olehome longfar'-well!- "

That peculiar ghastly hue, which is
the palor of a brown skin, had come
over his face.

A moment more and they had round-
ed the bend. Behind them there was
naught to be seen but the low, willow-line- d

banks, that stretched out and out
until they seemed to meet beneath the
blue sky. Margareita Wethcrill Ker-na-

in N. 0. Times-Democr-

NEW YORK GIRLS.
ISeautlful Girls Who Fade Early In Conse-queu-

of Their Itapid l'ace.
A New York girl begins to fade at

twenty-tw- o. From fifteen to seventeen
she is occasionally wonderfully lovely.
She has the frail, fine beauty of a tea-ros- e

the highly-finishe- d beauty which
is only seen in great cities, and which
is destroyed by the same atmosphere
that gave it birth. One seasen of danc-
ing, gaslight and late hours blights the
tea-ros- e. Bnt she makes up for its loss
by her brightness and her clothes. She
is justlv renowned for the most stylish
manners and the best-ma- dresses of
any woman in America. A stylish
manner does not of necessity mean the
best manner, but the manner which ia
most fashionable aLtho moment. There
are fashions in manners as there are in
clothes, and liese the New York girl is
sharp as a needle at seeing, and clever
as a star actresa at adopting. Some
years ago that ugly fashion came in for
excitable manners, when the girla
talked so fast and gasped so you felt as
il the whole female portion of the
town spent i 'Vife in running to catch
trains. In one week they all broke out
in it. Not a girl who was anybody re-

tained her old form of address. Since
then the English manner has come in.
The use of the broad "a" fell on them
like a pestilence. Not n "a" was left
to pursue the even tenor of its way un-

molested. The word "lady" was pro-
nounced bad form, and woman" sub-

stituted; gentlemen friends" was
boycotted, and 'men that I know"
took its place. In a prematurely short
time the change was effected, and one
could not but believe that it was the
work of years. Now the languid man-
ner is chic. The girls who gasped and
nearly fell into spasms four years ago
are half asleep to-da- y. You would
not believe they were the same crea-
tures. The quick turns of the Head,
the rapid gestures of the hand, all, all
are gone into the limbo ,of the past,
and a drowsy, magnificent languor
reigns in their stead---Co- r. San Fraim
cisco Argonaut.

Among the latest developments oj
woman's capacity in businews is a Wom-
an's National Lecture Bureau, with iu
headquarters at Chicago, managing foi
women lecturers altogether. It is nol
an inferior or unknown list of lecturer
either that it puts forth.

WHO FK3HT HIM?
It Is Certain, from the Testimony Given

lielow. That the Actual Settlers Are Not
Opposing Land Commissioner Sparks.
Land Commissioner Sparks is at the

bat, and bis inning against the timber-clai- m

thieves and the cattle barons of
the Territories will show up his case
and his rulings in a far different light
than the organs of monopoly have

panoraniaed" them to the people of the
country, by means of manufactured
letters from reputed home-soeke- rs and
homesteaders in the West. The
letters which denounced Sparks and
which were published in the sub-
sidized organs of the cattle barons were
not from farmers, nor home-
steaders, nor home seekers. They
were from land speculators who lived
east, west, north and south, and who
were represented in the Territories by
proxy. . Since the fight on him by the
corporations and the syndicates began
Sparks has been deluded with letters
from actual settlers who indorse every
ruling he has made. And these letters
are now finding their way into print to
the great chagrin and discomfiture of
the men and the rings who have been
making war upon him. The letters
are signed by the writers, who give
their proper post-offi- ce address, and
who invite a correspondence with the
friends of the fault-finder- s. Below we
givo a few sentiments which are ex-

pressed in The letters from different
sections which have suffered, as the
organs have said, from Sparks' rulings:

"Your order of Arpil 8, IMS, meets with the
approbation of all good citizens In this land
(D. T.) of goldea grain." Stand by it "venti-
late tbe frauds." "Yeur order works no hard
shtp on the honest settler it is the ruscal thtA
objects to the incouvenience'of having his vil-

lainy investigated." "Your order is no detri-
ment or disadvantage to the poorer classes"
"he bulk of our bona fide settlers" "it is
their salvation." "Your orders have met with
the approval of every bona fide resident"
"keep oa with the work you havo so nobly in-

augurated." 'The people of this vicinity (Weld
County, CoL) hail with Joy your land rulinps."
"We feel a great pride in the fearless and fair
administration of the Land Department."
"Your rulings are a move in the right direction,
fr.Uy h of all land claims in
this district (Huron. D. T.) are more
or less fraudulent." "What difference does
it make whether lands aro patented
in one or ten years to people hon-
estly seeking homes, it is only the lan'l
thieves who tight against you." "The actual
farmers are not afraid of any decisions you have
rendered " "We farmers do indorse your ac-

tions and decisions and will stand by you."
"We, the farmers and citizens of Brookings and
Moody Counties, D. T., Jo-- in declaring your
rulings Just and proper and for the best protec
tion of farmers and actual settlers, but a bitter
dose to those residing in towns and holding
claims." "'I feel deeply Interested in this grand
work, as this question of homes for our chil-
dren will absorb our action in the near future."
"Keep up your licks." "I have had my final re-

ceipt for over a year, but de not growl at your
not issuing patents." "Stand by your rulings:
no honest man is complaining; only the rogues
are hurt" "You hit the uail on the head, and,
judging from the way the agents and attorneys
squirm, you hit it hard." "Give the honest
poor man a chance." "The money loaners and
land thieves are the only ones who howL".

It takes time, patience and persever-
ance to catch and corner a thief when
the scoundrel sought has been given
substantial outside assistance, but they
are generally caught and sometimes
punished. Sparks has been derided
and lied about in the public prints more
than any other official in the Govern-
ment service. Those who have derided
and lied about him are the agents, the
attorneys and the principals, who have
been obliged to loosen their fraudulent
grips on large and small slices of the
public domain. Literally he has not
been crushed to earth, but he w rising
again in the popular esteem he enjoyed
before the cattle barons and the land
agents took an inning against him.
Des Moines Leader.

Not At All "Tentative."

An illustration of the progress of the
principle of Civil-Servi- reform is to
be found in the action of the Ihmse
Committee of Reform in the Civil-Servic- e,

which reported favorably a bill
providing for the increase of the sala-

ries of the Civil-Servi- Commission-
ers. At present the Commissioners re-

ceive a salary of $3,500 a year each.
The bill would increase their sni-ari- es

to $5,000. Some of the comments
of the committee in reporting
tho bill are of interest. The committee
says that wlien the Civil-Servi- ce act
was passed it was regarded merey as
tentative, and it was believed that the
Commissioners would not have very
much to do. Now, however, the com-
mission has become one of the institu-
tions of the country, and, the commit-
tee urges, it is important that the best
talent should be placed at the ' com-

mand of,, the President. Under the
present salaries, as is well known, men
who are conspicuously desirable for
membership in the commission could
only accept the office at a pecuniary
sacrifice. BradstreeC s.

The Principle Conceded.

The interesting feature of the law for
counting the electoral vote is the con-
cession of the principle for which the
Democracy contended in 1876 and
which the Republican party leaders
denied. Under the law as now
fixed there is no possibility of the
President of the Senate claiming,
as Senator Ferry did, to be a bigger
man than both Houses of Congress and
all the State governments combined.
The two houses meet in joint conven-
tion and the President of the Senate
presides. But he has no other duty or
function but to open the returns and
announce them. The two houses do
the passing upon them. If there is
only one return from a State, it is to be
counted. If there are two, that one
will be counted which is approved by
the highest judicial authority in the
State. If there is no such approval,
the return, with the Governor's signa-
ture, is to be counted; and, if the Gov-

ernor's authority is' questioned, the
vote will be rejected unless both houses
separately agree to count it. Detroit
Free Pre.

THE TEXAS INVESTIGATION.
The Republican Party Going Itaek to th

Old lay WHee the Hoatta Was Bnt 8o
Much Material for " Campaign Thun-
der."
There is an ancient fish-lik- e flavor ia

tho announcement that a sub-com-

tee of the Senate is investigating a talat
of outrage in Texas. Measured by the.
calendar it is not so long since an in-

vestigation of this kind formed .one of
the relaxations of every session of Con-
gress. The result was never any thing;
practical. The most that was achieved
was a more or less picturesque exhibi-
tion of Southern manners and customs
and the manufacture of campaign
thunder." ,

It is a proof how fast the worltl
moves that the present investigation
should have so antiquated an air. It
may be a proof also how slowly the
Senate moves that the majority of its
members should imagine that there is
any public or party purpose now to Im

achieved by an investigation of this
sort. Senator Hoar by some mischance,
does not figure ou the committer,
where his zeal and his simple faith that
a great work was to be accomplished
by the investigation wonld make him.
invaluable as a survival and reminder
of a by --gone state of things, His placo
is taken by the junior, now sooq.to be--
come the senior. Senator from, New
York. Mr. EvarU is ff no mean so
familiar an object as Mjr. Hoar in tho
attitude of brandishing the torch jlhat
is to fire tho Northern heart. But thcu.
Mr. Evarts's political ragaity impels
him to place himself boldly on tho
safe side of an issue of soma
kind, and there are so few issues
about which he can be reasouably cer-
tain which the safe side is. Ho ha
upon different occasions planted him-
self firmly on both sides of the great
lard-chee- and suet-butt-er issue"
though one of these committals was
professional and perhaps does not
count. Upon silver and Civil-Servt-

reform and other topics of current in-

terest upon which men differ, he has
avoided disfavor by maintaining
silence. But there can be no dissent
from the proposition that outrages aro
outrageous. Mr. Evarts may shed the
last word of his vocabulary in defenso
of that proposition without running
the least risk, and it is to be expc,telo
that the subjeet matter of this investi
gation will afford a congenial theme
lor the eloquence so often obstructed
by a consideration of the uncertainty
of human affairs. X. y. Times.

The Blainefess Banquet!

It was a big blunder the Republican
managers made in announcing that
Blaine would be present at the latj
banquet under the auspices of Colonel
Atkinson's club. They knew, $P
course, that he would not come; aujX
there was, therefore, a kind of falia
pretense in announcing him and in-

ducing the faithful to squander their
hard-earne- d two-doll- ar bills in vaiu ex-

pectation. But .worse than thef.il.se
pretense was the blunder. It turned
what otherwise might have been a very
tidy feast into a cold and lifeless thing.
Men who would have boen very well
pleased under ordinary circumstances
to hear Senators llawley, of Connect-
icut, and Palmer, of this State, and
who would, when, sufficiently "re-
freshed," have tolerated even Congress-
man Boutelle, found the entertainment
stale, flat, and unprofitable, because
they contrasted it with the mighty havo
been.

The blunder would Jiave been less
serious if the managers had been" play
ing for the gate-mone- y, so to speak
They undoubtedly sold raoro tickets
than they would if Blaine.had itat been
down in the' hills. But it was not
money they were after. They wanted
enough of that to pay expeipcs, of
course, but chiefly they were after
votes. And it is as voters thnf tho
guests have been injured. It is a vot-
ers that thay will resent the deceit and
delusion "to which they have been sub-

jected.
It is useless, perhaps, to say to the

managers of the g. o. p. that it pays
to be honest. . But it does. Detroit
Free Press.

a m

Governor Hill explainsjlthe im
American spirit of Republicanism. Lvk

this State, by the metlfods pursued by
the Kenublican nartv. a larire number
of voters are practically disfranehised,
and the minority makes jhe laws.
In Connecticut the .Republican Legis
lature selected for Governor the)
minority Republican candidate, who
now holds the office. The injustice
prevails in New Hampshire, and
in Rhode Island the Republicans

every foreign-bor- n

who is not a freeholder. Nevada, with
a population less than that of each of
nineteen counties in this State, givesG
the Republicans control of the next-Unite- d

States Senate". It will he seen
from these examples that the methods
pursued by the Republican party , io
keep In power, are diametrically op-

posed to the very spirit o American in?
stitutions. Albany Argus.

om B m

What is the meaning of Blaine's
treatment, or rather of
the Michigan Republicans? They
claimed last fall that he would maka
one oi two of his speeches in Michigan,
but he came not. " They adf crtised him
as one of the attractions ofthe exhibi-

tion given under the auspices of the.

Michigan Club, but it turns out that he
would not be part of the show. Michi-
gan Republicans will soon begin to
think that the magnetic man's .neglect
is a poor return for their loyalty, ami
perhaps the next time he wants them
a little more than a year hence they
will not respond to his call. Mr. Blaine
presumes too much upon the ng

influence of his magnetism. U
treit Free Presa.


